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JOAN. I hear voices telling me what to do. They come from God. 

ROBERT: _ They come from your imagination. 

FOAN. Of course. That is how the messages of God come to us. 
—G. Bernard Shaw, St. foan 


There is something about imagination. It is that capacity to regard wild mo- 
ments, to conceive newer and better worlds, to chase after hope in the midst of 
dark nights. It is imagination that enables us to construct narratives that lend 
us coherent meaning to help shape and enliven our days. For this last reason, 
imagination is also a great responsibility. 


We, the editors of this year’s Testament, are excited to present the Spring edi- 
tion of the journal as a glimpse of the imaginative labor of the seminary’s stu- 
dent community. The paintings, photographs and poems included in the jour- 
nal reveal imagination at play among our artists. We thank those students who 
have contributed, for their hard work and their commitment to the arts in the 
midst of a busy seminary schedule. We also thank our readers. It is our hope 


that your imaginative engagement with these pieces will inspire good conversa- 
tion, careful reflection, and a continued commitment to valuing the arts as a 
vitally important component in our theological tasks. 


As we explore and value imagination among our community and in our own 
lives, perhaps we will find, as George Bernard Shaw suggests, that this is the 
very way the messages of God might come to us. 


Elaine James and Adam Hearlson 
Testament Editors, 2006-2007 





End of Summer 
Josh Cleveland 
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Strong Words 


Ancient Hebrews knew raw language - 
house, mother, earth, battle — 

leaned little on tact, though they held 

a love of metaphor; not like a doctor who 
pours over stats on saliva, diagrams 

of lips to understand a kiss — 


I want to observe words 

with less suspicion; not like suspects 

in the line-up of a thesaurus who shift 
their weight, scratch their whiskers; not 

to send them through a syntactical scanner, 
frisk them for illegal connotations. 


I want the word itself; to examine 
it the way I, a small boy, explored 

a beetle in the pink, gentle rivulets 
of my palm, poke it to marvel 

as it rolls up. I don’t want 

less metaphor; just more room 

in my world for words like 


blood, soil, and laughter. 


Dan Carter 
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{Untitled} 


As I approach my seat of quietude — 

Where the cares of existence recede and alone 
Thoughts attempt to probe intern mysteries, 

Or, perplexed, turn outward to consider 

The vast indifferent firmament 

Cleaving the waters above and below 

Which shine in hazy luminosity 

Or else rise and crash from steel-cold grey depths— 
I espy a waiting interloper. 


“Best spot on the whole damn coast, here,” says he, 
Focusing one of a whole battalion 

Of black-stilted telescopes and cameras 

Pointed at the sea-lions’ island throne, 

Standing two-hundred yards out, and twenty below, 
Cut off from the jagged shore, our cliff perch, 

And the rock pools where children come to gaze 
At urchins, anemones at low tide — 

Little oceanographers on field trip. 


“T’m shootin’ this for schools, science classes, 
Maybe PBS. Here six days a week 

For twelve months, got just three more to go now,” 
Says this cap-and-sweatshirt-clad 

Intruder on my solitude, 

Sipping his coffee and wiping the dandruff of dough- 
nut glaze 

From his drooped, sea-otter-emblazoned paunch. 
“On whose dime?” I wonder as I lean out 

Into the spray, the mist of graying skies. 


“Dolphins swim by every two hours, like clockwork. 
That there’s an American White Pelican. 

Usually prefers lakes, more inland. 

He’s far from home! Why don’t you take a look?” 
Obligingly, I view the sea-lions 

Sitting like stoics, unmoved by the spray 

Of the rushing tide; and the herons, 

White-wigged barristers gathered silently 

About the long-faced pelican magistrate. 


“I’m documenting for posterity,” 

My unsolicited companion crows 
Excitedly to the gathered tourists — 
Further meddlers in this place of retreat. 
I long to be here at night, when the black 
Bosom of the sea-mother Tiamat 

Rises to the darkling starry expanse 

“Til at these lovers’ shadowy meeting 
Horizon and firmament are absorbed. 


The squawking continues unabated. 

But after sunset, when the tide is out, 

The sea-lions will bark like fish mongers 

Adverting the latest catch by the wharf. 
Then, suddenly, the babbling palaver 
Ceases. For Rahab herself has drifted 
Near her capacious undinal belly. 
The humpback surfaces, and cameras 
Click, but do not capture my soul’s rising. 


Zachary Shaefter 
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Mixed Media on Canvas 
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Atonement 


Wesley Barry 





That’s what they told me, somewhere 
between the pledge of allegiance and snack. 
Pure and holy, tried and true. 

Act accordingly. 


My Heart is a Sanctuary 


But I wanted details - 

What was it like when the workmen arrived, carrying 
stone after bloody stone, straining under the weight? 
Did they take a moment to crane their stiff necks 

and take in the final product: stone and mortar framing 
the kaleidoscopic collision of glass and light? 


Did they wonder, above all, at the extravagance 

of such high walls, the chasm of emptiness separating 

a stone floor from that vaulted ceiling where 

someone painstakingly painted a thousand golden stars? 


There were times when the organ hit a minor chord or 
a man mumbled his solitary prayer at dusk, and 

the room would seem to swell with light, 

every shadow pregnant with a secret hope. 

I remember this and must not forget, 

though it has been some time 

since there were songs here. 


On these grey days, 

you can actually hear the widow enter, 

shuffling up the center aisle towards the altar. 

Her coin drops into the offering plate, 

and she leans back a moment, squinting at the stars 
before gathering her things and returning 

the way she came. 


If my heart is a sanctuary, then 
let this widow be my priest. 
Because it was all she had, 

and because - oh my god - 

let it be enough. 


Tim Hughes ‘06 
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Katy Fitzhugh 
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The Skeletal Remains of Lucy the Hominid 


We think of flesh. 
We rarely think of bones. 


The cube of bread lights 

on the open palm. 

Bread presses down its porous heft, 
hand presses up against the weight: 
The two obtain their perfect balance. 


Then, decay sets in. 

Bread wastes and wanes and disappears. 
The skin flies back, the muscles shrink, 
until all that’s left is a little dust 

to linger on metacarpals and phalanges. 
It wisps across the five bare digits, 

over the improbable thumb 

by which we cling to what we hope for. 


The flesh is grass? Perhaps. 
But what about the bones? 


The marrow parches out to atmosphere. 

The ground encroaches with its stubborn webs 
and welds the slender fibers through with stone. 
The lipless mandible drops off its hinge, 
voicing the flight of a million days. 


Here, we shuffle in a darklit room. 

The architecture of our feet scuffs 

and shifts on vinyl floors. 

We squint into the glass display 

at ten ribs, one femur, and two long arms. 

We jostle elbows among the crowd 

and long for one small drink to stave our thirst. 


We dream of washing back the thought 
that sticks like cotton on the tongue. 


Elaine James 





Tea with Judas 


One afternoon, I invited Judas to Starbucks for a 
cup of chai. “None of us imagined this kingdom of 
freedom. America,” Judas was saying as the cashier 


wrote his order on the foam cup in a permanent 
black pen. “Yes. We are blessed by God. Grande soy 
chai, please,” I requested. Judas pulled out my chair 


and waited at the counter. I sipped my chai as he sat, 
savoring the flavor and spice. Judas closed his eyes 
as he tasted the drink. “So rich,” he murmured. 


Languid, leaning back, he spoke as if there was no time. 
“What are your responsibilities as a follower?” he asked. 
I shrugged, his mood infecting. “Oh, you know. 


Love others. Reach out to people. It’s still the same.” 
One more sip of chai, and I sighed, content. “Starbucks 
is amazing,” I murmured. “Who would want to leave?” 


“We spent days on the road, preaching, healing,” 
said Judas with a tone. “Just ordinary people. 
But, at times, it was rewarding. At times.” 


“We have short mission trips,” I said, spinning 
my cup. “And we fund organizations that help the poor.” 
“Yes. That is what I imagined we’d do,” said Judas. 


His cup came down hard on the green-topped table. 
“We needed more recruits, and then we'd create the 
kingdom. One man can’t save the world. But, 


he lost so many with his talk of giving up security 
and carrying a cross. If he’d seen this country, he would 
have known. He would have known this was my vision.” 


As he savored the last drops, Judas returned to his time-trance. 


“So rich,” he murmured. “Thank you for the tea. Next time, 
it’s my treat. I have some extra money lying around.” 


Joy Lindi Klingeman 
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Blue brightness welcomes the world, 
Long lashes open to beauty 

Studying with wise intent 

Speckled stones and colored glass of empty bottles. 
Child eyes fix on a shell, 

“What is it?” she asks. 

She knows the word, 

The name “shell,” 

And knows of waves and sunny shores 
But has not known 

The warmth of sand or smell of sea. 
“A creature lived there once,” 

I shrug, “before it washed ashore.” 
She nods, but never looks to me. 

Her eyes absorb the shell; 

She calls, from deep within herself, 
To worlds she wants to know. 


Child Eyes 


I watch in silence wondering how, 
Or when, I came to learn myself 
What seashells really are. 


Meg McDowell 
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Innocence 


Rebecca Blake 





‘Testament 


Colors on a Dreary Day 
Jessie Doerrer 




















Detail of Transfiguration (2007) 
Jake Willard-Crist 
Mixed Media on Canvas 


The Day I Decided to Die 


The murky streets were full of indistinguishable characters all appearing lifeless and ambushed 
between the existing and the departed. The environs were destitute, clammy and resembled an- 
cient barren plains of Mesopotamia. The comatose personalities of the robed foreigners materi- 
alized mystification, bleakness and an uncanny sense of canceled worship. 


The individuals swarmed around the miniature dusty window of past purity and former clear 
forecasts. The antique porthole was comprised of several stained silver crosses that appeared to 
crumble at the touch of the celestial assailants. The insipid colorless window of present fortifica- 
tion shielded me from essentially stroking the skeletal hands of death. 

As I stood in the vestibule of physical, mental and spiritual existence, the lifeless species of 
yesterday reached out to my promising hand. Fear of the after life disappeared while pestering 
thoughts of death appeared liberating. The undersized window unhurriedly unlocked itself and 
the hesitant decision to live or die was released. 


Calvary’s sky became thunderous, gray and still to the eyes of subsistence. The spirits of yester- 
years began to robustly chant what appeared to be a portion of Ave Maria: “Now, at the hour of 
our death”. Attractive floral beautification of red roses surfaced from the life-giving earth. My 

heart grew cheerful, animated and encouraged for the emergence of resuscitated life. The mo- 

ment quickly passed. The Goons soared pass The Garden of Eden and the splendor of the red 

roses transformed to nothingness. Tears surfaced to my distressing soul of near fatality. 


It was time...time for me to return to the earth from whence I came. I compressed my anxious 
pelvis, clenched the area surrounding the petite window and leaped toward the cradle of death... 
and today would be the day, I decided to die. Silence. Silence. Silence. 


Sweat. Tears. And wild emotions of pain awoke me from the deathly dream I experienced. I 
promptly touched my body to clarify the authenticity of life. My body quickly emerged from the 
tomb in which I lied. In that sudden instance of kissing the lips of death, my earthly existence 
was altered. The pain of breathing...the displeasure of acquaintances, continual complaints of life 
and internal suffering of self would expire. The massive rock at the facade of my tomb was rolled 
away and I would ascend again. 


Today I decided to die to self-mutilation, self-denial, self-abandonment and self-sacrifice. 
Today I decided to die to mediocrity, poorness, deplorable standards of existing and intolerable 
actions of disparity. 


Today I decided to die to friendships that are relentlessly in need, ungrateful associates, insen- 
sible relational ignorance and insensitive communities. 

Today I decided to die to psychologically, expressively, economically and morally non-sustaining 
friends. 








Today I decided to die to institutional bigotry, prejudice religious societies, white privilege and 
white pre-eminence. 

Today I decided to die to racial reconciliation, biased national crime statistical coverage, socio- 
economic deprived environs and images of white diplomatic redeemers. 


Today I decided to die to artificial prophets, synthetic members of the clergy, capital voracious 
ecclesiastic pastors and spineless religious officials. 

Today I decided to die to priestly homosexual and heterosexual predators, cultic ‘pious’ satanic 
organizers, self-glorying rectors and soiled illustrations of ‘sacred’ worship. 


Today I decided to die to unconstructive societal views of the Angry Black woman’, ‘penitentiary 
stricken Black men’, epidemic of AIDS and the lifestyle of the ‘down-low’ ailment. Today I de- 
cided to die to American Slavery, the Jim Crow Era, rejection of affirmative action and ‘the Black 
token’ chosen African-American. 


Today I decided to die to war, terrorism, cultural exploitation and autocratic societies. Today I 
decided to die to the American dream, warped political presidents, chauvinistic government of- 
ficials and negligent bureaucratic cabinet spokespersons. 


Today I decided to die to fragile self-esteem, emotions of physical unattractiveness, artificial 
sentiments of self-adoration and self-reservation. 

Today I decided to die to suicide, American values of exquisiteness, Black complexion insecuri- 
ties and textures of high-quality Black features. 


Today I decided to die to self-inflicted emotional pain, groans of yesterday, futuristic nervous- 
ness, and wretched thoughts of loneliness. Today I decided to die to ‘you’ and live for ‘me.’ 


Today I decided to kill...today I decided to murder...today I decided to assassinate...today I de- 
cided to execute...today I decided to slaughter...today I decided to put to death...today I decided 
to eradicate and today I decided to exterminate the former me. 


And today, I decided to live again. 


Klayvaughn S. Williams 
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Bruno Linhares 








Notes from a Theology Lecture 


The oneness of the Three 

Before the world came to be 
Space was violated. 

Was already negated — 

Beyond the bounds of language — 
Of human acts by verbiage 
Abounds what flaccid Reason 
Though you may cry, “Treason!” 
About logic to quibble. 

Would it be so terrible 

For so are our conceptions 

We perceive through perceptions 
The analogy is yours 

Whether one or three (or four), 
For One’s no mere amalgam 

Nor will a mode, withal, come 
The tri- and monotheists 

At what a sapient deist 

For analogies compare 

But what with God could we pair 
It’s not logic that led us 

But our forebears have wed us 
“Oh shit. We worship Christ. 
With One God whose name is priced 
Choose the braver course, I say, 
“The absurd shall light my way. 
Why bother splitting hairs 

Just believing God is there 


Zachary Shaefter 


or the threeness of the One? 
or time had yet begun 

So all we quantify 
understanding nullified. 

all things we can describe 

that this world circumscribes — 
compels us to dismiss. 

I’m not, I think, amiss 

(I shall not make a shout). 

this metaphor to doubt? 

of things worldly and divine. 
and not transcendent minds. 
to choose as makes most sense. 
is it of consequence? 

pieced together out of Three. 
to ever a Person be. 

will both shout, “Heresy!” 

calls “impossibility.” 

two things we can perceive. 
that would not, in turn, deceive? 
to postulate Trinity. 

to calling man deity. 

How can we make that square 
so far beyond compare?” 

with our friend the Silent wraith. 
ll take a leap of faith.” 

over impractical stuff? 

most days is hard enough. 





Humility 


Is it a camel-haired ascetic, 

knees on moist cold stone 

rocking, moaning; or labor 

groans of a woman who sweats 

her blue smock, each salted bead 

on her forehead an act of deference 

to the creation of life; or the weathered 


man, facing the end of life, cradles 

the priest’s hand and whispers a sigh “I guess 
the Lord giveth and taketh away”; or is it 

the two-pistol cowboy in a shoot out, 
backed against the wood fence, 

his mouth twitches in a smirk when he sees 
that only a miracle will save him? 


I thought I grasped it when I took 

my clothes’ line of white bib numbers, 
handful of jingling medals from races run 
and tucked them in the back of my closet, 
where they rustle together, jostled 

behind white doors, hiding — like Adam 
behind his fig leaves. Not like 

the humility of autumn 


when burnished maple leaves, 

celebrate the passing of their season, 

splash on winter’s frosted floor, color twirling 
down, paints both path and hill, the way frothy 
amber ale dances down mugs and leaps 

from clinking pitchers at an Irish wake. 


Dan Carter 








‘Depletion’ and Psalm 25 


A soul’s unrest furthered 

By recollections deep. 

Shame multiplies shame, and yet 

“No one who hopes in you will ever be put to shame” 
“Trust!” echoes loudly, a boundary, dimly mirrored, 

A refuge hidden. 

And desperately crying in response, 

“Remember, Relieve, Redeem!” 

Trust revealed. 


Jennifer Jenkins 


Elot 
Wesley Barry 





dusk-dreaming 


I like to walk through the empty streets during that strange time after the sun has set and before 
the moon shows its face. This is my way of soaking up the quiet as the day settles down into the 
dark. 


And as I walk, I steal glances through the windows of the houses I pass. 
I can see the pictures on the wall, two by two, with their thick black frames and indistinguishable 
images. Over there are some children’s autumn jackets, bright red and blue, hanging by the door. 


I see no one, but I imagine them there—one preparing dinner, another setting out the dog dish, 
and still others shrugging off jackets and left-over worries from the day. 


I wonder what they’re arguing about, what they’re loving about. I wonder about their conversa- 
tions, the rolls and the dips, the beginnings and the halts. 

Jill got a 100 on her spelling quiz 

someone please let the dog out 

pass the pepper 

when is soccer practice 

yes, dear, the case went well 


and on and on, in house after house. 

I love seeing these night-light windows, with their red-yellow warmth spilling out onto the grass 
and I’m content to walk by on the outside in the cool stillness and falling night 

removed from the cozy, messy intimacy that’s going on inside— 

between brother and sister, daughter and mother, husband and wife 


Rebecca Blake 
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Dream House 
Rebecca Blake 








Past 


Firm hands stack cascading piles 

Of photos spread as fallen leaves. 
Curling names seek to beguile 

As leafing through the mind retrieves 
Remembrance with its edges worn, 
Of times before youth’s memory 

And storied people never known 
Beyond the branching family tree. 
Paper clings to what was life: 

Black and white turned cream and gray; 
Faces scratched with laughs and strife; 
Open mouths with naught to say. 


Meg McDowell 


“What a Friend...” you are 


“What a Friend...” you are... 

Shortcomings and mistakes, you remember no more. 
When I bomb, whether royally or subtly, it’s forgotten—easily, quickly and forever 
Tomorrow (at the latest!) you will let me start anew. 


“What a Friend...” you are... 
Oh how you humble the proud. 
When my pride threatens, and I feel important, 


you scratch your head and ask my name. 


“What a Friend...” you are. 
VA 


Hudson Neeley 





qualified 


He looks at me with pale freckled face, 
Eyes splintered with incredulity 
(or indignation, I always get them confused) 
and he says, a small smile creeping across the white marble of his face, 
“well, I mean you aren't THAT Puerto Rican” 
And immediately I am filled with images. 
Specters not quite as dignified as ghosts, 
But whose vocation is vaguely similar; 
Comparably colorless faces with chiding words like 
Spic 
Beaner 
Half breed 
Jokes about foods I was unfamiliar with 
Like plantains and beans with rice 
Occasional ill chosen references to burritos and tamales 
Teachers who spoke of my ability for the “kind of person” I was 
Whether I had overcome my Latin or bastard nature was never elucidated 
Shop owners whose eyes like flies attracted to refuse never quite left the back of my head 
Of misguided elementary youth explaining why their parents weren't “sure” about me 
The forever doubtful substitutes who would look confusedly at this young brown boy with 
the ludicrously Irish name 
I remember the confusion of this young boy with the dark skin and pale mother 
Wondering why he was different, why he was other, when he felt so similar 
Why it seemed he should belong 
My heart stings as memories of my first awkward introductions to what whites were con- 
vinced were “my people” 
As they wondered at my anglo name, at my anglo accent, and what that said about me 
How could this caramel dyed marshmallow be trusted? 
And still the echoing voices inside my head that remind me again and again... 
“not one of US” 
Those words like a litany to which I reply “and I never will be” 
And with that written on my heart I turn to my well meaning companion 
“No, I guess not. But I am Puerto Rican enough”. 


Liam O’Donnell 
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Self-Portrait with Bird and Key (2004) 
Jake Willard-Crist 


Mixed media on canvas 





Community in Worship 
Jennifer Smith 
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Splinters and Waves 


Jessie Doerrer 





“T have never tried” 


“T have never tried” 

I say and the words fall from my lips with a weight conceived my a million misteps in 
this dance 

a dance of words and thoughts but mostly things we are afraid to think or speak 
and she reaches for me, 

to let me know that it is ok that I have become this awful thing 

a pariah of hands and eyes and touch 

something she must suffer with every enjoyable attack, 

an awful mess she will never really want to clean up 

and I don’t have the heart 

or the presence of mind for that matter 

to explain that this is how it has always been 

I have not become rotten 

I was never fresh 


Liam O’Donnell 
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afternoon stretch 
Rebecca Blake 





On Viewing the Pulitzer Prize Winning Photograph of 1963 


Padre! Padre! 

His son, his poor son 

Sinewy bullets ricochet around creating chaotic concrete confusion 

What is this warmth encroaching the priest’s hands and staining his crucifix? 
It is the blood of the guilty ones the Padre affirms. 

It is the blood of innocence gasps the camouflaged soliderson 


As a final bullet shatters his mortal existence and thieves away with it in the harsh daylight. 


Yes, my son, whispers the Padre to his fallen sheep 
It is the blood of the innocent too. It is the blood of all. 
Nothing is in vain. Especially this. 


Noah Carlson 





—_* 
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Little Fuan 
Katy Fitzhugh 





Falling Bodies } 


It seems the world’s all cumbrance. 

I long to fly even slightly up, 

but my levity falters 

as great bands of gravity pull me back. 

I leap up, but down I come, 
like Icarus, to the unenviable splash 

of the planet’s heavy tug. 

It slings me an unseemly landing. 


Then, a bit of magic: a little glimmer } 
of a smile turns this tumbling on its head 

and pebbles begin to skip or glissade 

up mountainous terrain. Nothing more than a kiss 

and I dream 

of cutting free all millstones and anvils 

and soaring to a lovely place I have never been. 


I open my eyes and see I am still falling, 

like Alice down that rabbit hole 

with a skirt now a billowing blue parachute; 

a teacup drifts up in the dark. I take a sip. 

It is the inexplicable attraction 

every other body draws me in. 

The tips of my wings catch heat and melt 

and before I have the chance to snatch my breath 
I plunge into another’s irresistible orbit. 


‘Towards love or death, it’s always falling. 

If for a moment I| think I stand, 

it’s simply that the earth falls with me, 
careening and looping its way around the sun. 


Elaine James 
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Introduction 


We are the music makers. 

We are the dreamers of dreams, 
Wandering by lone sea-breakers, 
And sitting by desolate streams;-- 
World-losers and world-forsakers, 
On whom the pale moon gleams: 

Yet we are the movers and shakers 
Of the world for ever, it seems. 
--Arthur O’Shaughnessy 


At first glance, there seems no good reason a Seminary should publish an arts 
and literary journal. After all, pastors are not poets. They are not even artists by 
any traditional definition of the word. Yet, pastors are people. And just as God 
saw it fit and right to create, so too do we. Bearing the indelible fingerprints of 


God we exercise our own distinct humanity when we create. And, in the end, that 
is exactly what we ask from the future generation of church leaders, namely, to 
be fully human. Full of music and dreams, shaking the world to its core with the 
creativity with which God has blessed them. 


This year’s Testament exists as an opportunity for the student body of Princeton 
Theological Seminary to create. It isn’t more complex than that. These pages 
represent a forum for creativity, a home for the forgotten poem in the back of 
your head. A place where you can exercise your Creativity in all of its forsaken 
wildness, to move, to shake, and be human. 


Adam Hearlson and Rebecca Blake 
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Love’s Region 


Rumi writes of love as a region, 
a place that we can inhabit like a body. 


Love is like walking through a forest 
and at the same time being the forest, the trees, the branches. 


What region of love have we entered here? 


The Mississippi has overflowed its banks, 
joined a northward stream that leads 

to the meadowlands of New Jersey, 
those resilient marshes that stand 

their ground beneath the turnpike. 


There among the phragmites and grass, 
rainbow of oil residue, 

a blue heron as witness — 

There is the heart of this love’s region. 


Two distinct bodies of water meeting and mixing 

now ebb and flow together, 

out to bring life to dry land, 

in to renew and refresh, 

bursting forth in urban landscapes where thirst is the language of the soul. 
At times slowing to a trickling stream, 

longing to be replenished by the waters above, 

but never dry, never totally dry. 


But we cannot use water as love’s metaphor 

without mourning the blood shed in parched lands, 

without rescuing the families gathered on rooftops as the sea rises, 
without taking in the suffering carried in its life-effacing waves. 


What region of love have we entered here? 

This is a region of risk and suffering and deepest beauty. 
You are the water now flowing together, 

winding a channel into the land, 


green growth marking every bend and turn. 


Sarah Henkel 
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Make Love Not Walls 
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In the Plaza (excerpt from “The Watchman”) 


The poor gathered together in the growing dusk. The cool air brought peacefulness to their eyes. 
Each was from a different part of the city. Some were friends. Most weren’t. For such a small town, 
many were invisible men, unknown to one another. Some were musical and a tune would spread among 
the range of voices when the sun went down, but most were quiet. At this point in the day, these vaga- 
bonds had settled into place, no more to wander until dawn. However, some could find diversion from 
the day, while most others found the rebellion of the town against Mark’s watchman office even harder to 
forget as they sat in reflection. 

Mark walked into the great plaza and saw the vast, dirty multitudes scattered about. Mark 
walked through several darker pockets of the square, and was in such close proximity to men who 
stood out of the sunlight that, in the sudden darkness he would have to feel for his way. These mo- 
ments passed briskly, for it was still early evening. The dust could not be seen on his black clergyman’s 
garment. His face was darkened with bruises and he walked toward a lady in the middle of the square, 
next to a large statue of an ambiguously-posed man, who seemed either to be on the verge of losing 
balance from clumsiness, or barely maintaining composure in the midst of a fierce attack from the ele- 
ments. People didn’t think this because rain, wind, or snow was depicted in the statue, but from seeing 
the statues everyday in the real world of changing seasons. From the periphery, Mark could see a sister 
of the order’s hair, in a bunch behind her head, bound by what seemed to be a small wooden peg, and 
he moved through the crowd. 

As he passed, more of the vagrants became aware of him, and there were spaces provided in the 
crowd. He attempted to smile, and to others it was evident that the smiles caused him pain. Otherwise, 
his countenance did not change even as more of the crowd noticed him. Only from the displacement of 
his post could he be free to spend a moment in the plaza. Everybody seemed to understand. 

“Great seer.” The sister mumbled, even as Mark was still a few steps back. Perhaps she could 
sense a general disturbance in the crowd moving closer to her and the presence of a most quiet yet 
prominent figure of the public. 

When Mark had approached, he looked down and saw that she was bandaging a small boy’s 
foot, which was scarred and red. He knelt down beside them, looking from the boy to the sister, then 
back to the boy again. 

“You have been an acolyte at services, haven’t you?” 

The boy, named Nicholas, was frail and reverent. He looked only at the sister, but responded to Mark. 

“Yes, Father.” 

“I remember you and your parents. Are your parents here with you?” 

“| don’t know where they are.” 

“Well, I’ll see that the square is searched, so that they may know that you need to return home 
and put that leg up.” 

Nicholas looked up at him. “Could | stay with the sisters at the convent, and with the poor and 
homeless acolytes? | am more like them than the kids | go to school with anyway.” 

Mark glanced at the sister, who looked at the boy. Mark responded. “It is good to stay with one’s 
parents. We just need to find them. Are they with the singing people over in this corner of the square?” 

“They aren’t in the square.” 

“Well, we would need much more than the time we have now to determine your eligibility for living 
within our community. There are many other things to do right now, for the town must come first. For 
my part, | must make haste. There are many who have left our town and have put themselves in danger. 
Forgive me, but that is the business of the day, and we can talk more about this once we are reunited 
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again, and hopefully, once you’ve healed as well.” 
The boy had been nodding, but he still looked confused when Mark had finished speaking. 

“Who will tell my parents that | want to move into the convent with the sisters?” 

“Tell them as soon as you like when you’re together. 

The boy looked down at his foot, touched it, and grimaced. “I can’t go see them by myself. | 
don’t think they’re very far. Maybe, if | leaned on your shoulder and on Sister Pauline’s shoulder, we 
could find them and tell them.” 

Mark’s spirit sank. “Have they left home?” 

“| don’t know.” He sniffled, trying not to cry. 

Mark reached out and touched his shoulder blade and took a loose grip of the muscle leading to his 
neck. “Nicholas, stay with Sister Pauline in the square for now. She can wrap enough cloth around 
your foot so that you can at least walk on it. I’m glad we found you. Did Sister Pauline find you, or 

did you find her?” 

“She found me, but | was looking for her, | think.” 

Mark was emboldened. “I’m going now to see the people your parents are with, and I'll go 
alone. |’ll tell them we love them, that we want to see them again, that we want them to trust God 
and to trust us, that we want them to come home, and that we miss them in our community. Is there 
anything you want me to say when | see them?” 

“l only want them to come home.” He looked at Pauline, who had just finished bandaging 
his foot to the point that he could likely walk. Mark knew that if she looked Nicholas in the eye that 
he would cry. She continued to work and, looking at Mark, took the boy by the arm and tried to help 
him up. Mark’s hand grabbed the boy’s bicep. 

“Pll tell them what you told me. Stay with Pauline.” He watched them snake through the 
crowd away from him and he turned and walked up the steps of the statue in the center of the plaza. 

There seemed to be various states of emotion scattered about in that random way peculiar 
to human emotion and its manner of spreading. A burst of frustration and a slug-fest to the south, 

a jubilant song and bellowing merriment to the north, those too tired to move either responding in 
annoyance, in curiosity, or in despondent ignorance of any of this sensational activity. These drew 
Mark’s eye. Ignorant though they were of the gaiety of songs and the spontaneity of the violence, 
they were reacting to a new kind of dark day all the same. These hordes were the ones who found 
no degree of comfort in the morning’s rebellion against the watchman post. 

That they remained within city walls was the important fact. They must be reached to the 
heart lest their resistance to revolution be passive, either out of fear of the novel, new, and exciting; 
or due to traditional leanings more superstitious in bent. These must be moved. It was one thing to 
be poor as these were, but it was another to lose one’s hope and one’s desire for God.. Mark also 
knew that everywhere there was a diverse reaction to the same pain caused by the day’s betrayal. 
And as the sun began to set, many laughed or cried, sang, were silent and these either in turmoil or 
in still contemplation seeking the peace of the Holy One. All were unsettled from the day. This day, 
the statue too was evidently losing its balance in resisting unseen forces — all from the same evil, this 
shared pain. 


Christopher Konker 
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When | am Young 


When | am young my father 
Shines his black boots 
Until they are bright metal in the sun. 


He teaches me the transliteration of the work 
To move the deep bristles against the dirt 
And to push dark new ichor into old lines and wounds. 


When | am old | have my own brushes 

Brushes that vary in shape, size, substance, motive 
The process Is the same. 

| remember: 


Something must be made clean before it can shine. 


Matthew Bollinger 
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| love you 


| wrote this poem in gasoline 

so when you see them flames 

twisting around the same familiar letters 
you'll know that 

| really mean it. 


Adam Hearlson 


Rebecca Blake 
Classic New Yorker 
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BARRISTER COUNTY 


Prologue 
SINK and DOORWAY 


God pronounced Barrister County dead the day Emily Orsben disappeared. Hell, Emily wasn’t 
disappeared. Emily was dead. God knew this, and so did Chad Brubeck. Chad was looking out the 
open window above the kitchen sink at his son playing on their rusted swing set, but he was thinking 
of Emily. It had only been three months since Chad had baptized Emily and now no one would see 
her alive again. Chad also knew that once the body had been found, the quarter of the community 
that attended his Sunday services, not least of all Margaret, Emily’s soon to be grieving mother, would 
look toward him for comfort. 

Chad turned on the faucet and stood waiting for the water to warm. 

Since Emily’s disappearance three weeks ago, Margaret had frequented Chad’s wood paneled 
office at least every other day, sometimes twice a day — never more than three times a day — seeking 
whatever hope this holy man could afford. But what hope could someone who knew Emily was dead 
offer to a mother who held that her daughter would be found working and warm? And this mother 
Margaret, who had left his office no more than an hour ago, would now be standing in a silent house 
and staring at an empty crib. 

Chad looked down at the two swallows of coffee left from the morning in his wife’s mug and 
attempted to down them in one swig. He nearly managed it, but coughed as the last dregs and stray 
grounds mixed with his next breath. When his coughing subsided, Chad looked back out the window 
at David, a pendulum wearing dirty blue Converse. Chad pressed his tongue against the roof of his 
mouth and felt the coffee grounds that still clung there. He pulled them off with the tip of his tongue 
and bit them between his front teeth. Chad held his breath for a moment, watching his son play in the 
Indian summer air and thinking of Emily. He wondered what— 

Dear Christ, just leave the girl be, he told himself. 

He took another breath, cleared his throat of the newly caffeinated phlegm, and moved the 
mug to rinse it under the running tap. The water was searing hot. With a hiss and a step backward, 
Chad dropped the mug, which broke on the freckled green linoleum floor. He clutched his hand to 
his stomach with a quick, “goddamn.” When the moment of fight-or-flight adrenaline had passed, he 
stooped with a half grimace half frown to pick up the mug shards, intermittently pressing his water- 
burnt hand against his shirt, finding relief in the pressure which momentarily hid, or at least dulled, the 
pain. 

God damnit, Chad thought as he picked up the half mug which lay more or less in tact. The 
Starbuck’s logo had been split down the middle. Only half of a siren remained to stare back at him, 
trying to seduce him to a liquid death. Can’t do much as half a woman. Chad grinned at the thought, 
but the one remaining eye held him. What Chad found there was not temptation, but disappointment. 

Chad stared at the broken mug. The broken mug stared at Chad. Chad, the one-eyed half-si- 
ren was saying, you broke me. Help me. Put me back. Put me back together. Heal me. Make me one 
again. You killed me. He looked at the eye, and the eye looked at him. 
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A breeze came through the window above the sink, blowing the orange curtains into the kitchen 
proper. Chad broke the mug’s hold on him. He had been crouched long enough for his lower legs 
to begin to fall asleep. He gathered the largest of the mug’s remains in his left hand and stood. His 
knees popped, and he remained still for a moment, listening to the silence of the late afternoon. 
There was something — 

David. 

Chad could no longer hear the rhythmic creak of the swing set. He took a step back to the 
sink, dropped the shards in the metal basin and looked out the open window. The swings were 
empty. 

“David?” No answer. Chad grabbed the sink’s edge to help support his unbalanced weight 
as he leaned forward to call again, but a cutting pain in his left hand made him pull back with a wince. 
A flake of mug which had clung inside the second joint of his ring finger had broken through under the 
pressure and buried itself deep. Chad used his fingernails to remove it and looked down at the mug’s 
remains as he bit and sucked the already bruising wound. 

A quiet rustling noise and the hint of some smell that brought forward the dry summers of 
junior high — summers when the yellow heat brought nose bleeds which could last for hours — caused 
Chad to turn his gaze away from the flaked pieces of Brenna’s mug and towards the doorway which 
led into the living room. 

Shortly after they had moved into the house on Church Street, and years before any intentions 
of having children, Chad and Brenna had watched the sun set from where Chad now stood. After 
they had filled themselves with the broccoli casserole and potatoes au gratin that Brenna’s aunt May 
had given them for a house warming gift, they had worked together at washing the dishes. Once 
finished, hands still wet, Chad had grabbed Brenna’s left hand, spun her away and pulled her back to 
him. In the suddenness of the move, Brenna had released a startled cry and then she had laughed. 

In a moment of surreal adulthood, they had looked at each other in the autumn hues of a late October 
early evening. Then they had enjoyed each other’s mouths, each other’s arms, each other’s scent. 
They had watched, from the vantage of the kitchen sink, through the living room doorway, over 
Chad’s parents’ old sofa and out the picture window as the sun set over Brookman’s Field. They had 
stood there long after the sun had set and watched the world turn to twilight. Chad had held Brenna 
from behind, his arms encircling her, her head folded into his right shoulder. In front of the kitchen 
sink that would fifteen years later hold the white-edged shards of Brenna’s favorite coffee mug, they 
had stood and watched. 

Tonight, in the view from the sink, there was nothing Chad would later have wished to re- 
member, had he lived to do so. Chad could not see the living room carpet, let alone the sofa, picture 
window or row of houses that had replaced Brookman’s Field. An inhuman mass blocked his view. 
Tonight, there was matted fur clotted with blood. 

Tonight, there were yellow eyes. 

The beast stood upright on the living room side of the doorway, facing Chad. Its feet were 
long enough that its claws clicked on the kitchen floor. It ducked its head and craned through the 
doorway. The beast tilted its head a few degrees to the right, flaring its nostrils, and Chad saw that 
there was more than blood dripping from the beast’s mouth. Something was hanging between two 
teeth on the left side of its lower jaw. As Chad realized what it was, his mind submerged his body in 
ice water. He could hear no sound but the high pressure thrum as his blood first rushed to his head 
to help his brain understand what he saw, and then retreated to his furthest extremities in rebellion at 
the image. Hanging from the beast’s jaw was one child-sized shoelace. 

David! 

The monstrosity curled back its upper lip in a crimson stained ivory snarl. Chad felt rather than heard 
the bass growl which the beast had begun. Whatever Rational/Logical Chad might have told him 
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about the impossibility of what stood before him, his old friend Primal/Instinctual Chad took charge. 

GET the FUCK OUT! 

As though the beast had read the tremor in Chad’s core which was about to erupt into 
panicked flight, it lunged. Chad hardly saw it move. He only knew that one moment he had been 
squarely faced off against this — werewolf, his mind tried to say, but couldn’t — thing which had wan- 
dered into his home, and the next he found himself pinned to the cold green linoleum floor, his head 
barely missing the remaining shards of Brenna’s coffee mug. The beast’s right arm held Chad diago- 
nally across the chest, claws buried deep into his left shoulder. Its left hand held the top of Chad’s 
head and jerked it downward, revealing the vulnerable expanse of Chad‘s neck. Chad tried to swal- 
low, but the angle only permitted a gurgled choke. 

There was a moment before the teeth pierced his neck, liberating flesh and muscle from his 
body, in which Chad could feel the wet mass of tongue begin rhythmically lapping in anticipation of 
the drink that would follow. 

The last image in Chad Brubeck’s mind, as his world moved from the autumn hues of dusk 
to the cold grey of endless night, was of his youngest son’s shoelace — once white, then grey-brown 
from the use of little feet, and now crimson with what Chad could only assume to be David’s own 
life-blood — hanging from the teeth of a childhood horror. His last thought was to wonder why, with 
the kitchen window open, he had heard no screams. 


Were you to have entered the Brubeck home at 5:02 p.m. on the evening of November twenty-sixth, 
the aromatic senses would have been assailed by the metallic scent of fresh blood and raw meat 
— mostly blood. By the time Brenna returned home at 6:13 p.m., the open windows had alleviated the 


worst from the air. Not knowing that her son was missing and her husband was dead, Brenna’s first 
stop was the bathroom. God, she had to piss. 


Nicholas Scott Preuninger 
December 3, 2007 
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Contrast 

| showed her where we had gone and she asked me, but what for? 

Struck. 

Well, do you mean why? 
| mean what was up there? 

Pause. 

Well, nothing really. But what is not down here. 
But what did you do up there? 

Quiet. 

Well, nothing really. The doing was to be up there. 
And what did you see? 


Smile. 


Everything really. After all the nothing down here. 


Elizabeth Ryder 
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The Painter 


Did you ever see 

The painter at work? 

The funny hat, 

Unkempt hair, and 

The rustling in his studio 

Over the oils, pastels, watercolors; 
The big brushes and small, 

Dull and sharp pencil points, 
Absorbent cloths. 

He never followed Picasso, 

Or took from Van Gogh. 

Certainly he didn’t learn 

His craft from Monet. 

His inspiration was not Michelangelo. 
No. 

Renaissance painters. Impressionists. 
Realists. All of them-- 

They took it from the Painter. 

The clear pond and the murky lake, 
The carved mountain or the virgin hill, 
The great grove or the chopped oak, 
The clear sky or the grave of night— 
The Painter’s hand 

Working diligently, without effort 

His colors soft and soothing 

But as bright as the star 

And loud as a great voice, 

His scenes caught with precise 
Strokes and lazy swooshes. 

He called it the beginning. 

| called it morning. 


Edwin R. Estevez 
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Wondering 
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The Painter: Departing Sorrow 


He paints with his fingertips 

As gently as 

He brushed her hair, 

As forcibly as 

He squeezes 

His hands in prayer, 

A fervent prayer in perspiration. 
The sky is of orange hue, 

His fingers spread it over the 
Sphere’s grassy knoll 

The clouds of cotton swabs 
Are stretched into paths 

Of snow 

Or a white paradise beach. 
One is a dog bone and 

The other a buffalo. 

The sky grows pink, with shades 
Of periwinkle. 

The morning shadows meet 
The evening valley. 

The colors of love meet 

Those of departing sorrow. 

His fingertips show the mark 
Of every color in the ocean 

Or meadow or great mountaintop. 
He washes them in the streams 
Between the Hills. 


Edwin R. Estevez 
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untitled and unfinished 


| have written poems before. 

No, it’s true | have 

Long poems and short poems 

Poems of loss; dripping with narcissism and self pity 

Poems of joy that jump here and there across a page, 

Like skipping children oblivious to the world 

| have even written love poems, though hindsight makes them seem 
Lacking? False? 


Certainly not prescient in their lacquered images ripped freely from soppy romantic comedies 
and episodes of the wonder years (I always loved winnie) 


Yes, | have written poems, yet they seem like 
Trifles? Diversions? For the work of my life is this poem, 


not what is written before you, poorly worded, meekly imaged, 
and | assure you savagely and haphazardly penned 


No, the poem in question: the poetry of late night talks where | say the things | am scared for you 
to Know | think and you say the words you never thought | or anyone else would ever hear, 


the rhyme of friends sitting with each other and listening, 
holding hands and staring at one another and be willing to be...just be, 


the verse of compassion and touch, the lyrics of fear spoken, of hopes shared, of love held in 
common in bonds of friendship 


The words of community spoken between us, all of us, love of other hoped for, and passionately 
pursued 

This poem is us, we, and it doesn’t end until we do 

Till then this and other verses are not poetry 

But love notes 


Liam O’Donnell 
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My Strength 





Testament 


The Rapture: Thessalonians 4:13-18 


Into the Air 


We meet 
Together 


Our past loves 
Ourselves 
Our ever-present love Jesus Christ 
The mystery 
of the cloud 
of Hope 
that transports 
that transforms 
that brings us to Heaven 
The Power 
of our God 
over death 
the Victory 
the trumpet sounded 
the angels calling... 


Paranee Sun 
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Bruno Linhares 
Island 2 
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Theological Haikus 


c& 


The Incarnation 
Happy fact, Christmas presence 
God has a body 


c& 
Luther and Calvin 
Theologians of the cross 
To hell with the pope 
c&& 
Jesus, God’s Plan-A 
The Supra-lapsarians 
Schleiermacher and Barth 
c&& 
Princeton, New Jersey 


Theological hot spot 
The angels, they laugh 


Peter Kline 
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The Barn 


| am nine. | am growing up in a bright, lime-green house near a field 
whose tall weeds stretch for acres. Behind my house, in the middle of the field, 
lives a boy my age named Paul. Paul is friendly and mischievous, and his fa- 
ther takes us for rides on a tan tracker that rumbles like an angry bobcat when 
it comes to life. 

They have a barn just on the edge of their property. It is run-down, with 
rotten wood spilling out around broken nails at the building’s joints and seams. 
There is a thick, silver padlock on the double doors leading into the barn; its 
disrepair prevents Paul’s family from using it. 

It is the middle of Fall, the leaves have turned, and Paul and | find that a 
recent storm has broken a window on the outside of the barn, and if we climb 
a nearby plum tree, we can just make it inside. | spend the afternoon in the 
barn with Paul, breaking damp boards and digging holes, holding the wood 
tight in our hands before it is smashed and then using the scattered pieces to 
shovel the loose earth at our feet. 


Just as we are about to leave, Paul gives a low shout and points with 
two fingers up toward the rafters, where | can just make out the shape of a 
nest. | squint and stare for a few seconds, and when | turn back to Paul he has 
a slender stone in his left hand. He lets it fly. He laughs as the nest falls, and 
| laugh, too, because he has, but my stomach twists when | see what he has 
done. 


| return later, alone, and sit next to four broken eggs whose fluids have 
commingled with the dirt. | stare at the small, partially-formed bodies near 
cracked shells, hints of wings and beaks on two or three. Reaching out my 
hands, | pick up a few shells and try to fit them back together. | stay in the barn 
until it is dark before going home. 


Matthew Bollinger 





Testament 


In my Eyes 


| carry you with me, in my heart. 

| carry you, into the sleepy dark hours, nestled down deep and warm between the covers. 
| carry you, into the songs sung above the clattering shower-water, into the soft lullabies 
sung to myself, into the reverent hymns sung to You. 

| carry you, into each day, bright or dreary, sunny-blue or silver-grey, breeze-full or stifling-hot, | 
carry you, into each hour, each minute, each second, each breath-in, each 

breath-out. 

| carry you, cradled in my hands, as | walk here and there, through blustery city streets 
and quiet wood-trails, up and down the endless hallways and stairs. 

| carry you, into every hug, every embrace, the smallest and simplest touch, you are there, 
| have carried you there, into the warm giving-receiving that is touch. 

but most of all 

| carry you with me, in my eyes 

| carry you with me, hoping you see it all, the beauty, the ugliness, the pain and the joy, 
the grace and the peace, all of it a witness to Love exploding everywhere. 

yes, | carry you with me, and | hope that you see. and if you only see in part, | will have 
done what | am meant to do, | will have loved. If you see alongside, even just a little, 

even that much is more than enough, even that much will be love. 

this is why | carry you, in my eyes, in my heart. 


(you see? (I love you.)) 


Rebecca Blake 





Testament 


Bruno Linhares 
Lisboa 1 





Testament 


Nails 


Nails. 

And wood. 

With these a man named Jesus earned his bread. 

What plan the Father hath for him! 

For with these very things He became the bread of human souls. 
Oh, Calvary! 

What nails! And wood! 


Candace Whitman 


Ben Lynch 
The Nile 
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